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OLLE’S SKI TRIP 
ELSA BESKOW 


When Olle was six years old he got his first pair of 
skis, and then his real adventures began. He met old 
Uncle Hoarfrost who took him to King Winter’s castle 
guarded by two polar bears, and he saw Christmas pres- 
ents being made. Old Woman Thaw was frightened away. 
Christmas came, and finally Old Woman Thaw brought 
Spring. 

* * 
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/{ HEN Olle was six years 
old he received a pair of 
new skis from father. He 


had not had vead/ skis before, only 


a pair of small ones that the far- 
ER mers son John had made for him 
out of a couple of boards, and so 

you can imagine how much he longed to try his new skis. 
But winter was a long time coming that year. Of course, there 
came a little snow sometimes, but it melted away at once, even be- 
fore the ground became white. Olle went about, longing and 


wishing and wondering, “Will winter ~ever come this year?” 


But at last winter really did come. | 

A couple of weeks before Christmas the snow began to fall in 
great flakes, and it snowed for two whole days and nights at a 
stretch, so that everything was wrapped in a thick blanket of snow. 
And when Olle woke up on the third morning, the sky was bright 
blue, and the snow glittered like millions of stars. 

Oh, how happy Olle was! He had to turn somersaults three 
times in bed, he was so a And he got his clothes on unu- 
Al sually fast; I rather think 

li roe some were on backward. 
| le And then in to Mother: 
si “Mother, Mother, may I 
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“Dear child, you must 
eat first”, said Mother, 


“and then you must be 


warmly dressed, because 
it is cold today”. 

And Olle Mliored his oatmeal and milk, and Mother put on his 
thick double-breasted jacket and the long mittens and stuffed a sand- 


wich in each pocket, and then said he might stay out until dinner- 
time. And then he strapped on his new skis and waved good-by to 
Mother and Little Brother and glided over the big field into the woods. 


How pretty it was in the woods! And it grew prettier, the 
farther in Olle went. Olle thought it was as if he had come into 
the Winter King’s enchanted castle, and so he called in a loud 
voice, “Thanks, Good King Winter, for really coming at last!” 

With that he almost tumbled over backward with surprise, for 
in front of him stood a man, glistening white from top to toe. 
Olle bowed to the man. “Are you King Winter?” he asked. 
“No, indeed”, said the man. “I am only Uncle Hoarfrost, I am. 
Don’t you think I have made the woods pretty today?” 

“Have you made all the pretty glitter?” said Olle. “Show me 
how you do it.” 

“I do like this”, and at that the man breathed on Olle’s coat, 


so that his breath came out of his mouth like a white cloud, and 


when the cloud disappeared the coat was covered with white 
glitter. 

Then he laughed and pinched Olle’s ear. “You seem to be a 
pretty brave boy”, said he. “One who doesn’t feel badly when 
the cold bites your cheeks a bit. I think you were just calling 
to King Winter. Maybe you would like to go with me to his 
castle here in the woods?” 

“Thank you. Of course I would”, said Olle, happily. And 
then they were off through the woods, Uncle Hoarfrost first, and 
Olle following. 
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All of a sudden Olle began to sneeze. He felt that his feet were 
wet, and noticed that the hoarfrost on his coat had melted away, 
and at the same time he saw a strange little old woman trudging 
through the woods. She strode along with big steps and wore 
a pair of rubbers that said “Klafs, Klafs”, with every step she 
took; she carried a broom on her shoulder and an umbrella in 
her hand, and she must have: had a terrible cold in the head, 


because she was blowing her nose and sneezing all the time. 
Who could the woman be? 


Olle had just opened his mouth to ask, when Uncle Hoarfrost 


rushed toward the old woman and screamed: “Are you here 
again? Off with you at once, and don’t you dare stick your nose 


here again until Spring comes!” 


And then he blew a mighty cloud toward her. 

The old woman looked very much scared, and darted away so 
fast that she dropped her broom. 

Olle stood amazed. “Oh, how mean you were to the poor old 
woman” he said at last. 

“So I was mean, was I?” growled Uncle Hoarfrost, who still 
sounded angry. “Well, there isn’t anyone who provokes me as 
that Old Woman Thaw does. Just see what she has done here!” 

And he pointed to the nearest trees, where the hoarfrost and 
the snow had begun to melt. Then he flew about breathing on 
everything until it was all as pretty as before. 

“It is a good thing she didn’t have time to do so much harm 
this time”, he said, a little calmer. “You see, Old Woman Thaw 
is really Spring’s helper, who has to make everything clean before 


Spring comes. But anyone more muddle-headed than that woman 
I can’t imagine. She can never learn the proper time, but comes 


along every little while in the middle of winter with her slush and 


mush, and spoils everything for us. As soon as one turns one’s 
back, she is there! Well, Olle, shall I call Old Woman Thaw back?” 
“No, please, Uncle Hoarfrost, don’t do that”, said Olle in a 


fright. “She won’t come again, will she?” 


“Oh no, I have scared her away now for a time”, said Uncle 
Hoarfrost, “but one can never be really sure of her; so make the 
best of it and use your skis every day, as long as the snow lasts, 
that’s my advice! But now it isn’t far to King Winter’ castle.” 

After a while they came to a mighty snowcastle, guarded by 


two polar bears, who sniffed familiarly at Uncle Hoarfrost as he 


and Olle went past them and in through the gateway. Inside the 
gate they crossed a castle courtyard, and then through another 


gateway with iron-bound ice doors. 


Inside there was a great room where King Winter sat, tall and 
stern, on his ice throne, with a walrus on each side. For the first 
time Olle felt cold, for he was almost a little afraid of King Winter. 

But Uncle Hoarfrost led Olle forward to the throne. 

“Here you see a brave boy”, said he, “one who is so glad 
that you are here that he called your name aloud in the woods 
a while ago.” 

Then Winter smiled and his eyes ea like the Northern 
Lights. “I like brave boys”, said he. “I suppose you ski?” 

“Oh yes”, said Olle. 

“And coast?” 

“Yes, both forward and backward, and sideways, too!” seit Olle. 
“And skate?” 


“I haven’t any skates”, said Olle. 


“Well, you may get some”, said King Winter. “Now you 


must see all my castle since you are here!” 
And then he nodded at Olle, and Olle bowed very aes and 


went with Uncle Hoarfrost into the next room. 


It was a vaulted room with walls and ceiling of hard packed snow. 
A fire burned in the middle of the floor, and the smoke went out 


through a hole in the ceiling just as it does in a Laplander’s hut. 


Around the fire sat little Lapp men and Lapp women, working 
with all their might. The men were sewing fur boots, and the 
women were knitting ski stockings. They were in such a hurry 
that they scarcely had time to look up at Olle and Uncle Hoar- 
frost, who went through the room rather fast, because Uncle 
Hoarfrost did not like fire. 
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In the next room sat some little girls, knitting ski mittens with 


long wristlets, and embroidering lovely roses on the mittens. They, 
too, were working busily, but had time to look at Olle a bit, anyway. 
Then they cathe into a room that looked like a big carpenter's 
shop. Skis and sleds and chair-toboggans were being made there, 
and in a corner skates were being forged. The work went on with 
a will, and Olle, who stood a long time looking on, wished that he 
could make things as well as these boys did. 
“You are all so busy here”, said Olle to one of the boys. . 
“Yes. We are hurrying to finish before Christmas”, said the 
boy. “You see, all Swedish children want things like this for 
Christmas presents. But we'll soon have a recess now.” 
Just then a bell rang, and out streamed all the children and 
dragged Olle with them. 


And now what fun! Every one wanted to play with Olle and 
show him his tricks. First they skied down a hill that had big 
jumps, then taught Olle to skate on a pond in the farmyard. 
Then they made snow men and a big snow fort, and then, of 
course, they had to attack the snow fort, and so began such a wild 


snowball battle that the snow flew about their ears. 
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At last they tied their sleds in one long string and rode down 
the hill with the jumps. But just as they were having most fun 
there came a whistling, and all at once all the children had 


disappeared into the castle again, and Olle, red 


and warm, stood there alone on the hill. 
“Have you had fun?” asked Uncle 


Hoarfrost, who came just then. 


“Never in my life have I had 


so much fun!” said Olle. 
“I can well believe that”, said Uncle 
Hoarfrost, pleased. 

, Then he harnessed a reindeer to Olle’s skis, and stood on 
them himself, and drove the reindeer, with Olle behind him, and 
then they were off toward home over the big- marsh where Olle 


used to pick cloudberries in the summer. 


At the edge of the woods he said good-by to Olle, who came home 
so full of his adventure that he could hardly eat his dinner; he just 
wanted to talk and talk about all that he had done. 

And what do you think, on Christmas Eve in the morning Olle 
heard a knocking on the window-pane, and when he tried to look 
out the whole pane was so covered with the prettiest ice flowers 
that he couldn’t see a-bit. Olle knew at once that Uncle Hoarfrost 
had been there, and he ran out on the doorstep. And there lay 
two packages, one for Olle with a pair of fine skates, and one for 
Little Brother with a sled! 

And that winter Olle often used both his skates and his skis, for 
Old Woman Thaw had been so frightened that she stayed away 
an unusually long time. I do not know that it helped, but Olle and 
his brother went up on the hill every little while when it looked as 
if there might be a thaw, and called: 

“Old Woman Thaw, please do be kind! 
Old Woman Thaw, leave our snow behind!” 


And true it is that she did not come again all winter. 


sigh: 


Pos ee 
ote Ae 


Not until spring, when King Winter with all his court had gone 
up to the North Pole, did she come. 
But then she came in earnest! Ho! What a splashing! 
Now Olle’s calling did not help, nor did Little Brother's calling, 
in his most softening voice, help either: 
“Auntie Thaw, please go! 


Ee 


Do not take our snow 


She did not give up so long as there was a single bit of snow 


left. The rain fell in streams, the withered leaves of the year before 
whirled about before her broom, and everybody had a cold in the 


head. 
Olle was so angry, so angry with Old Woman Thaw. 
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But when at last one lovely day Princess Spring came riding in 
her little cart drawn by‘butterflies, Olle saw Old Woman Thaw 
standing radiantly happy, and curtsying at the edge of the ditch, 
wearing a brand-new apron. 

And for the first time Olle really liked Old Woman Thaw and 
thought that she wasn’t so bad, after all, if she could only learn the 


proper time to come. 
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